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More of the mystery

Behind the Bolted Door?

Continued from page 7

Fisher. apartment. Just one word was
readable, up in the left-hand corner of
the page—in good big advertising type.
That word was M-U-N-D. . The paper
lvoked like the cover of a magazine. And
hecause mund is a German word you'd
better try the German book-stores first
of all. See if there's a eopy of o mag-

azine in town with M-U-N-D in big
letters up in one corner.”
“Well!” said the Judge. “Well! At

any rate, you sound professional enough.
And what's the answer?”

“Bishy, il you won't mind too much, 1
don't believe I'll tell you.”

“What?" b

“T don’t believe I'll tell you. Because
probably I'm wrong. At the start, at
least, 1'll probably be wrong four times
out of five. Yesterday you were just
Lawyer Bishop, an old friend. To-day
you're Distriet Attorney of the city, and
it won't help a lot to gum you up along
with me,”

“All right, Laney, whatever you think.
It's just as you say.”

“But there's something 1 can tell you";
and Laneham's tone became almost sol-
emn again. “It's practically certain that
the awful voice we heard in there was the
same that sent my hurry call.”

“Noi"

“No gquestion. [I've just heard from
Miss McCollum—in my lower office, you
know. The ecall came in to her. The
words used were simple enough: 1 was
merely to come at once. But she says
the voice was one she'll never forget. She
imitated it for me."”

“My Lord! But, at any rate, that's
something learned.”

And they went up to the Casa Grande
together.

HEY went, first, because they had to

attend the coroner's inquest.

It was the customary inquest, too, It
called attention to the obvious and shut
its eyes to all that was not. But it at
least made it possible for the poor body
to be removed. The funeral was to be
on the morrow, from the Fisher country
place at Greenwich. And after the in-
quest Laneham and the Judge again
moved out to the corridor together.

“Well, Laney, what now?”

“"Pill further notice it's the butler,
Jimmy. But first 1 must try to put my-
self right with MeGloyne.”

“MecGloyne! The saints help you!
Now that he knows you even have official
e¢redentials, he'll eat, sleep, and live to
keep you from getting anything.”

“Maybe so; but 1 must play
game,”

In his pocket and on his conscience
was the murder note he had picked up
in the apartment. He pulled it out as he
wallkked and glaneed at it again. At the
top, in fine, clear seript:

We have now reached the poinl where it
miust be either murder or suicide.

And beneath, in the writing which Judge
Bishop had identified as Mrs. Fisher's
OWiIn:

Couldn’t it be made lo look like an acci-
dent ?

What did it mean? Whose hand, so
well trained, so unshaken, had penned
the fatal lines at the top of the sheet?

If the big Chiel of Detectives showed
the first sign of reciprocity, he intended
to show that note to him. And, with all
the tact that was in him, he began to
explain himself.

He told MeGloyne that he had been
asked to help in the ease simply because
of specinl medical and psychopathic
knowlodge. His only desire was to be
useful; perhaps they might be able to
help each other. And, for his part, he
wanted to ask now if the Identification
Bureau had as yet given anything—on
either the Fisher butler or Maddalina,
the maid?

the

It was rather a long speech. And Me-
Gloyne waited, half staring at him, till he
had finished, Then, without answering,
he laughed, turned away, and began to
talk to cne of his licutenants.

The insult was gross enough, but only
as u last resort did Laneham intend to go
over his head to Bishop or the Commis-

sioner. It still remained to be seen just
how far the hig Inspector's powers
extended,

BEI"URI'] an hour was over he might
well have decided that they amounted
to something very like complete bloekade.
He wanted a set of floor-plans, both for
the Casa Girande and the Casa Reale, its
annex. Though without either door or
elevator connections, both were simply
halves of the same building. And he
made his request at the renting office,

He was refused, absolutely—*“under or-
ders just issued by the Detective Bureau.”

He tried to talk to one of the house
men, Did he know, asked the Doctor,
whether Jimmy, the butler, had any
friends? Would he recognize them if he
saw them?

The man would not answer. He too
had had his orders. And they were or-
ders that had mentioned him, Laneham,
in particular.

He went to the woman across the court,
a Mrs, Deremeaux. It was she who had
heard the argument in Mrs. Fisher's
apartment that afternoon, and the voice
erying “See! See!” and “No, no, no!”
Would she know the voices of the Fisher
servants?

But Mrs. Deremeaux, too, had been
warned: “she refused to speak a word.

There was still the matter of tracing
his hurry eall. And, visiting the loeal
telephone exchange, he showed his cre-
dentials and asked to see the record.
They had it, of course?

“Oh, certainly. But they were very
sorry, there was an order against it.”

“An order?”

“Yes, and it had just been repeated.
But no doubt he eould get the informa-
tion he wanted by going where the order
had come from." *

“Which was—?"

“Why, of course, the Detective De-
partment.”

“All right,” he told himself, “It's
about time, in any case, that I was trying
something from what Bishop ecalls my
own bag of tricks.”

And, back at the Casa Grande, he
went first to those private rooms of Pro-
fessor Fisher's. Apparently he wished
only to look again at the fireplace where
he had found the paper ashes. But they
were gone now; all had been swept elean.

He turned, and, following the corridor,
went on to Mrs, Fisher's rooms, What-
ever his object there, it took him through
the library where, the night before,
the two Central Office men had begun
turning out the drawers of Mrs. Fisher's
old Washington desk.

They were now at it again, They were
opening bundle after bundle of her cor-
respondence. And at one side they had
piled the yellow indexed boxes of what
was evidently a sort of little household-
accounts filing eabinet.

It was that. indeed, which brought the
Doetor to a halt.

“If vou're after stuff on the high cost
of livin',” said one of those “C. 0's,"—
and there was a jeer in his voice which
said that here, too, Laneham had been
expected,—"there’s a bunch o' evidence
there, "

“Thanks,” responded the Doetor,

Picking one of the yellow files from the
heap, he began to leaf it over.

1t contained what any one would have
looked for in it—the reccipted bills of
buteher and baker, of florist and decorator.

Yet, when Laneham put it down, he
took up another. ' Then,.on a sudden, hiz
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Our 28th season of sau-
sage making is just starting.

Merchants everywhere can
supply you with Jones Dairy
Farm Sausage, which you
can depend on as fresh,
pure farm sausage made
from the choice part of young
pig pork.

Jones Dairy Farm Sausage
is usually sold by dealers on
standing orders for small
amounts delivered regularly
to your home on certain days.
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A Partial List of Dealers in the
Middle Atlantic States

DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA
WASHINGTON, D. C.:

Charles Colvin & Co., 2740 14th S¢t,, N. W.;
ames [}, Donnelly, 1406 Eyve St., N. W,
hos. F, Keane, 82 Centre Mkt.; John

Paul Love, 1506 14th St., N. W,

NEW JERSEY
MONTCLAIR:
H. Fischer, 652 Fairfield.
PASSAIC:
A, F. Ploger & Co,, 211 Main St.

NORTH CAROLINA
ASHEVILLE:
Yatean & McGuire.
HICKORY:
Whitener & Martin.
PENNSYLVANIA
HARRISBURG:
5, 5. Pomeroy, B 5. Mkt. Sq.
PHILADELPHIA:
Mitchell, Fletcher Co., Inc., Chestnut and
18th 5t.; Henry Rohner Co., N, E. corner
5th and Race Sta.

WEST VIRGINIA

ALDERSON:

Jesse Keadle,
BECKLEY:

¢ W. Hardy.
BLUEFIELD:

D. E. Bodington.
BRIDGEPORT:

L. B. Hornor & Co.
CHARLESTON (Kanawha Co.);

F. C. Stark.
CLARKSBURG:

Martin Bros.
FAIRMONT:

Martin Bros,

PARKERSBURG:
Fred

L. Grafi; R. F. Murphy & Co,
WHEELING:

W. A. Driehorst Co.
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A dull, sallow, lifeless complexion has
several causes. Whatever the cause in
vour case, yvour skin needs simulating.
The following treatment is the most effec-
tive you can use:

Just before retiring, wash your face and
neck with plenty of Woodbury's Facial
Soap and hot water. [If your skin has
been badly neglected, rub a generous
lather thoroughly intd the pores. using an
upward and outward motion, until the
skin féels somewhat sensitive.  After this,
rinse well in warm, then in cold water.
Then 1ub your skin for five minutes with
a lump of ice and dry carefully.

Woodbury's Facial Soap is the work of
an authority on the skin and its needs.
This treatment with it cleanses the

How to rouse

pores, brings the blood to the face and
stimulates the fine muscular fibres of the
skin. You can feel the difference the
first time you use it—a promise of that
lovelier complexion which the steady use
of Woodbury's always brings.

25¢ cake of Woodbury's Facial Soap is
sufficient for a month or six weeks of this

treatment, It isfor sale at dealers everywhere
throughout the United States and Canada.
today for sa e—For 4¢ we will send a
. mlf'aﬂ sige 'I:':kt."ﬁ;'m 10¢, samples of Wood-
bury's Facial Socap, Facial Cream and powder.
Address The Andrew Jergens Co,, 1000 Spring
Grove Ave., Cincinnali, 0, la, address

Sireel, Perth, Ontario.

In Ca
The Andrew Jergens Co,, Lid,, 1000 Sherbrooke
~

Lt‘llx 12 feet “'Steelcote™

warda ready-to-use gar-
age, #6950 complete, Factory
iee.  Fireproof, Portable,
Enm sct up.  All styles
and aizes of nices  and
portable
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